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calculators has succeeded; and on that day the glory of the
Hackney was extinguished for ever." These may not have
been Gemnaell's exact words; I will swear that he used
Burke's periods.
Alec spoke for an hour and a quarter, taking for subject
himself and his horses. It was not so much a speech as a
spate of technical lore intermingled with the humanities.
It concluded with the toast i( Gentlemen, Ah gie ye
maseP ! " Gemmell is compounded of Lauder and Mr
Asquith, Micawber and Dr Johnson, with just a touch of
Old Weller. In permitting him to give up the law for the
Hackney, Providence was in her most economical mood, or
she would have made Gemmell Lord Advocate of Scotland,
and so wasted a Great Man.
What an artist in his profession ! Going up to Manchester
to sell Wold's Laertes, afterwards Haddon Marphil, to
Philip Smith, the insurance magnate, he was kept waiting
in the kitchen. Did Alec show annoyance ? Not a bit of
it! He beamed upon insolence, and clapped two hun-
dred pounds on to the white-legged chestnut's price. He
will tell you with unction to this day that that wait in
the kitchen was one of the most profitable two hours he ever
spent.
In the year after the Great War Alec sold me a gelding,
pointing out that it had a curb ! The way of the deal was
this. I had gone down to the farm on a visit of inspection
and seen all the stock out. Alec had nothing, it appeared,
between twenty guineas and two thousand pounds, and
I wanted a * gaffer9 for one-day country shows. And
then I noticed that one box had been kept rigorously
closed.
" What's in there ? " I asked.
" Ye canna buy that chap for all the money in your bank
and mine ! " was the answer.
Well, of course, I must have the horse out. He was a bay
cob, harness all over, six years old, 14-3J, with great
quality, a tremendous front, and the old Lord Derby look,
being by Lord Hamlet out of a mare by Lord Derby H. We
put the cob in the wagon, Alec drove, and Galanthus, as he
was then called, put up a wonderful show. I made a flying
bid of a hundred pounds, and have never seen a man so
outraged*
" If ye dinna want to buy the horse dinna insult him,"
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